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With Love 


Author's Notes: 


A few days after | finished this, Dave announced that he'd started his own BBQ company. | preferred the name 
that I'd used so its stayed in the story. Its also a real restaurant in Roswell, NM. 


Shopping for the man who had everything could be painful. Or, you could land on your feet, and get someone 


whose passions were as simple as night turning to day. 


For David, he was over the moon that he'd landed the latter. Dave was painfully simple to think of gifts for. All 
he wanted in life was food, music, his bikes, his man, and, on occasion, some nookie. Okay, he wanted the nookie 
every night of the week and, if luck was shining down on him (read: he hadn't pissed David off), during the day, 


too. 


Earlier in the year they'd made the decision that they wouldn't buy one another gifts for Christmas. None of 


it had to do with money. Instead they wanted to focus on what was important to them, namely the other man. 


And being forced to think about what they were doing rather than hitting Amazon or eBay (or, in Dave's case, 
the most expensive watchmaker he could find) would help them to slow down and judge their decisions a little 


better. 


And so, in the days following Thanksgiving, David had consigned himself to the kitchen. He'd already decided that 
he wanted to make Dave a range of different foods; cakes, pastries, cookies and, in a bold move, a barbecue 


sauce that would hopefully rival the one that Dave rolled out every summer. 


It was the sauce that was proving to be the headache. Dave was a skilled pitmaster and his truck-towed 
smoker took pride of joy in their driveway. With the amount of time that Dave was away either touring or 
grilling, David had taken to calling himself the "Barbecue Widow". But Dave could grill And whenever he went 


away to cook and compete he always bought his "Barbecue Widow" something nice. 


If the kitchen was David's domain then the garage was most definitely Dave's. There were a number of pristine 
looking motorcycles and, in one corner, a Tesla was on charge. That car had been Dave's downfall and, secretly, 
a way to get David out and about when he was at a barbecue competition. David loved gadgets nearly as much 
as he loved Dave and the black electric car, with all its bells and whistles and jangling Easter eggs hidden within 
the programming, had filled David's face with love. And had earned Dave the beating to end all beatings when 


the older man found out how much it had cost. 


Not that Dave had complained. There were some things that he bought just to get a reaction out of David. And 
that reaction always ended up with them sweaty and naked and most definitely sated. 


Contrary to Dave's often frenzied energy, the work benches were clean and tidy. Tools were stored in their 


correct places and Dave never left a mess. Well, he rarely left a mess. 


Creating David's Christmas gifts was far more stressful than simply going online, searching for watches, and 
then sorting them from Highest to Lowest. He knew what David liked but David could also be difficult. Unlike 
himself, David liked the finer things in life; watches, jewellery, the occasional pair of ass-hugging designer jeans, 


kitchen items. You couldn't make a food mixer. 
But you could make jewellery. 


He wanted to work on the plans for his new venture. He'd decided to open a restaurant in down town LA. He 
already had the name and logo; Big D's Downtown Dive. The Dive as he'd nicknamed it would serve his barbecue 
and sauces along with a range of his favourite beers and spirits. It might, if David was really nice over the 
coming weeks, also serve David's baking. Instead he was sitting hunched over his work station with his glasses 


pinching his nose and a headache clawing at his brain as he stared between a pile of silver parts and a video. 


With a pair of slim pliers trapped in one hand, he desperately tried to pick up the pieces and loop them 
together. Yet the tiny hoops refused to comply. They flew off in every direction and the tips of the pliers 


tried their level best to land him in hospital. 
"Fuckin' shit!" he hissed. 


There was a pool of blood in the soft skin between his thumb and forefinger. Trying not to wince in pain, he 
sucked at the tiny wound and hoped that he wouldn't do himself any permanent damage. 


He'd always admired David's necklaces and bracelets. The older man nearly always wore them, the silver tones 
complimenting the wedding ring that graced his left hand. David wasn't into flashy gems or blinging gold and the 
cool silver looked good against his sun-hued skin. Dave wanted to create something that David would treasure, 
and hopefully wear. But the droplets of blood on his work bench told him that he might have to take a 
different route. 


David dutifully took a photograph of failed attempt number three and sent it to the printer. Picking up the 
saucepan, he dumped the gloopy, foul tasting sauce into the bin and walked away to pick up his photo. 


He felt dejected. He'd always prided himself on what he could do in the kitchen It was one of the reasons that 
they'd bought the house. With a five hundred foot square kitchen, it had more storage space than David would 
ever use and room to entertain while he cooked One of his favourite things in the world was to see Dave 
sitting on the work surface beside him, his eyes filled with boyish wonder and his legs swinging back and forth 
as he watched David cook 


With the barbecue sauce in the bin, Dave felt like a failure. He was a wizard in the kitchen, creating 
outstanding tastes and textures from anything. But he just couldn't master the one thing that he knew Dave 
would love more than anything else in the world. 


He slid the photo into an envelope that he'd titled "Barbecue Sauce" and hid it in the bottom drawer of his desk. 
For a moment he stood and stared at the photograph above his computer. It was from their wedding day, him 
dressed in white and Dave in black, and showed them nestled together in a lingering hug. Their eyes had 
connected through their mess of hair and their smiles said it all; they were in love and would be for as long as 


they had one another. 


Going back to the kitchen, he began to take out the bowls and trays that he'd need for making one of Dave's 


favourite cookies. He'd decided to fill a hamper with all the sweet treats that the younger man loved. 


The chain-mail bracelet was kind-of-sort-of finished. 


Okay. It was a fucking mess and Dave was nowhere near happy with it. But his aching and bloodied fingers were 


telling him that he shouldn't continue. At least not for the moment. With a sigh, he took his phone from his 


pocket and took a photo. 


Sitting at the bench, he stared at the wall ahead of him, deflated and annoyed. He could do so many things and 
he wasn't known for giving up. He was Dave fuckin’ Grohl. And Dave fuckin’ Grohl could do anything, including 
keeping a man like David happy. But making jewellery was had fucking work. 


With a grumpy sigh, he rested his elbows on the work bench and moved his eyes to look at a photo of David 
and himself. Wedged into the corner of a board of wrenches, the photograph showed himself and David curled 


in the porch swing of his mother's house while rain battered the pavement. 
Rain. 
David loved the rain. 


Kicking the stool from beneath himself, Dave began to root around in the garage looking for some metal pipe 


and the bag of sand that he used to line the smoker. 


It took him three long days but finally there was a large hamper filled with every one of Dave's favourite 
treats. In between mixing and cooking, David had also found time to decorate the house. He didn't know how he 
did it but, with Dave's busy schedule, he'd learned to adapt and live to the tick of the other man's life. 


Except that the younger man hadn't appeared to have been that busy. Sure, he'd been out a lot but he'd been 
turning up to eat and the smoker hadn't once been fired up. That was normally a sign that Dave was bored; 
the smoker being parked somewhere David could see it in order to get his attention and, hopefully, help Dave 
get naked. 


Wiping his hands on his apron, David pulled himself onto a stool in order to rest his weary feet. He wasn't 
eighteen any more and his body continued to remind him of that. Dave, on the other hand, even though he'd 
aged, still seemed to have the energy of a sixteen year old. Not that David complained but it did, at times, 
make him feel old 


The hamper had, among its delights, orange-beef jerky, almond joys, gooey chocolate chip cookies and, much to 
David's delight, a jerky version of Dave's famous barbecue sauce. He hadn't made the sauce from scratch but 


it was the thought that counted. 


He pulled a length of wrapping paper over the hamper and taped it down before finishing it off with a big red 
bow. Sliding from the stool, he picked up his precious gifts and wandered through their way-too-big house to 
settle it beneath their way-too-big tree. 


For a moment, he stood and admired the decorations. The tree was wrapped in red and gold baubles and 


candles sat in the hearth. Boughs of holly lay atop the fireplace, a nod back to his chilly home state of 


Minnesota. Christmas was a time to reflect back on their lives and be thankful for all the storms that they'd 
weathered together. Storms that had sometimes tried to pull them apart but had, in turn, only made them 
stronger until they'd become the couple that they were. 


"David?" 


Feeling his heart melt, David turned and smiled at the man behind him. Like the perpetual lost puppy, Dave was 
leaning against the door frame with his hands stuffed in his pockets and looking at him with those large doe- 
eyes. That was the man that David had fallen in love with so many years before. The man whose voice was a 
gentle as honey and whose face expressed every emotion. David could tell whether Dave was happy, sad, or 


heartbroken just by looking into his eyes. 
"Hi," he murmured. 


"House looks amazing." Dave pushed himself away from the door and closed the small space between them. 
"You always make the house look great" The younger man sighed and, in the light from the hallway, David was 
sure that he could see tears glistening in Dave's eyes. "This place was just that before you came here. A 


house. Now it's a home. You made it a home." 


David felt his knees weaken and he reached out to wrap his arms around Dave's waist. The younger man was 
pliant in his touch, melting against David and resting his head on the older man's shoulder. The season appeared 


to be making both of them feel a little melancholy. 


Lifting a hand, David ran it over Dave's hair. The low light picked out the strands of grey and he could feel the 


other man beginning to relax. 


"Been a busy year," he softly said. "You did good, though. Gonna slow down for me? Just for a couple of 


months? As much as | love following you around the world, | kind of want you here with me. In our home." 


He felt Dave nod against his shoulder and David bent to give the other man's head a kiss. "Love you." He heard 
a mumbled response and Dave's arms tightened around him. "You smell of metal and oil. What have you been 


up to?" 


"Can't tell you," Dave muttered. "For Christmas." 


He loved watching David sleep. The older man was stretched out beside him, his honey-gold hair spread over 
the pillows and his hands sweetly tucked beneath his head. Dave could still remember that first nervous night 
they'd spent together. Both had been stuck like glue to their respective sides of the bed only for morning to 
arrive and for them to find themselves each wrapped around the other. That had been the moment that Dave 


had known that they'd be together for a very long time. 


The clock was creeping closer to midnight and, with it, his writing became more frantic. He'd give David the 
world if he asked for it. But, despite the older man's occasional extravagant purchases, David was a simple man 
with simple tastes and Dave knew that a card filled with sentiments would warm the other man's heart as 


much as a million dollar watch would. 


Signing his name, he slid the card into the envelope and secreted it away in the bedside table. He slipped into 
bed and pulled the covers up around himself before draping his arms around David's waist. No matter how far 


he wandered and no matter where the band took him, home truly was the moments that he was wrapped up 


with David. 


David woke to satiny lips and a rough beard tickling his cheek. Chuckling tiredly, he rolled over and found Dave, 
all smiles, lying beside him. 


"Happy Christmas, baby! Ready for gifts?" 


David laughed again and pulled the younger man closer. He enjoyed Dave's eternal optimism and excitement and 


it was especially infectious on Christmas morning. 


Wrapping his arms around Dave, David fed him hungry kisses. "Just a few more moments, please? Like this? 


Because | don't need gifts when I've got you here." 


Dave purred against his lips and David smiled, knowing that it was compliments like that which fuelled the 


younger man's desire. 


Finally he pulled away, gave Dave a kiss on the nose and slipped from the bed. He also knew that Christmas, 
gifts, and Dave were a lethal combination that needed to be dealt with as soon as possible. Leave it too long 


and the younger man, despite pushing fifty, would combust into a ball of excited and nervous energy. 
He draped a thick dressing gown around his shoulders and turned to smile at Dave. "Ready?" 


The dark haired man was all sparkling eyes and bounding steps as he made his way to the door. "Damn right 
l'm ready!" 


With little regard for the leg he'd broken a few years earlier, Dave took the stairs two at a time before 
padding along the hallway and into the lounge. The tree was lit up like a fairytale and he'd already taken the 
time to light the candles. The sun was barely above the horizon and early morning mist still whispered among 
the trees. It was going to be another warm day and Dave was hoping that David would want to spend some of 


it outside. 


Rummaging among the piles of gifts that their friends had given them, he found the envelope of his failed 
projects. When the older man walked in, he held it out. 


"Here. These are the ones that failed. l'm sorry.” 
David frowned as he took it. "Why are you sorry?" 
"Because | shouldn't have failed" 


His lover's shoulders slouched and David looked at him with soft eyes. "You didn't fail, Dave. Maybe you'll try 


again next year and achieve whatever you set out to make." 
With hair falling into his eyes, Dave nodded. "Yeah, you're right. Anyway, open the envelope." 


He watched as David ran a finger beneath the envelope's flap and tore it open David took out the photographs 
and peered at them. 


| was trying to make you some jewellery." He stepped up and stood beside David, pointing to the various items 
as David flicked through them. "That was supposed to be a chain-mail bracelet. That was supposed to be one 
of those leather bracelets that you like. Oh, that was going to be the piece de resistance. |-" Dave stalled, his 
heart in his throat. "| wanted to make you a necklace with a little locked latch on the back so that you didn't 
have to take it off. l-I hope that you don't mind.” 


The older man looked at him with soft eyes, his blonde hair bed-rumpled and falling across his face. A gentle 
smile twitched at his lips. "Why would | mind?" 


Dave felt himself become a little self conscious and he ran a hand through his own mop of bed-hair. "Because | 
didn't want you thinking that | owned you. | don't. You're you. But | wanted something that you would wear all 
the time without the risk of losing.” 


David's smile widened a little and the older man leaned in to give him the gentlest of kisses. "I'd never think 


that: 


Relieved, he purred and wrapped an arm around the blonde man's narrow waist. He felt David squirm against 


him until his lean arms were draped around Dave's neck 

‘Love you," he whispered. "Want the gifts | did manage to make?" 

David smiled into the kiss and Dave could have died happy right then "I'd love to. 

Kneeling beside the tree, he rummaged around until he found the long cylinder that he'd carefully wrapped. 


There was a bright red bow tied around the middle and the gift made a slight sound as he carried it over to 
David. 


"Merry Christmas, Davia." 


His lover took it and looked at him quizzically as he shifted the cylinder in his hands. Something moved inside of 
it in a gentle rustling sound. He watched as David sat on the couch and carefully picked at the paper until it 
fell away to reveal a metal tube painted with bright swirls and stars. Both ends were capped with metal 


stoppers and, as David tilted it on one end, the sound became more evident. 


The older man grinned up at him, his hazel eyes twinkling with happiness. "A rain tube. You made me a rain 


tube." 
"You know what one is?!" 


"Of course | do! Oh, Dave." David tilted it again, obviously listening as the sand vibrated from the metal inner 


surface. "Its beautiful. Thank youl” 
‘Ive got one more for you." He offered his hand out to David. "H's outside." 


He got the confused look again but David was compliant in taking his hand. As they walked to the garden, the 
older man leaned in and pressed kisses to his cheek, thanking him for the thoughtful gift. 


They walked around the edge of the house and to the knot of trees that helped to hide them from the outside 
world. Nestled in the first line of trees was a small octagonal gazebo which they barely used. Most of the time 
they forgot that it was there, choosing to laze by the pool or, when the heat became too unbearable, hide in 
the nooks that surrounded the house. 


Over the course of a few days, Dave had transformed the forgotten wooden gazebo. He'd sanded it down and 
painted the wood a beautiful shade of pale blue. Fairy lights hung along the interior beams and cushions, made 
from their old tour shirts, sat on the bench that ran around the edge. But the kicker was the pale blue 
guttering that ran around the edge of the roof. Attached to the peak was an old sprinkler and, if David went 
hunting in the trees, he'd find a small tank and pump. 


"Dave.." David's voice was barely a whisper and Dave could already hear the emotion tugging at the other 


man's heart. "What have you done?" 
He smiled down at David and took his hand. "Come and take a seat." 


David was calm and quiet as he walked into their once-forgotten gazebo and took a seat. Dave couldn't help but 
smile that the cushion that his lover chose was a Foo Fighters one. Keeping an eye on David, he dashed off into 
the trees and flicked the switch on the tiny pump. It kicked into life with a little rumble and Dave smiled as he 
heard the water begin to rattle along his makeshift pipework He intended to make it better but, for the 

moment, it was held together with some questionable welding and whatever spare parts he could lay his hands 


on. 


Racing back through the trees, he arrived just in time to see the water begin to splash onto the old wooden 
roof. It had just enough force to emulate the sound of a gentle summer rainfall and the look on David's face 
was one of pure surprised joy. 


"Dave!" 


Grinning, he stepped up into the little wooden room and sat beside his lover. Arms went around his waist and 


the older man rested his head against his shoulder. 

"How..?" 

"Magic," he softly replied. "Like it?" 

"| love it! But Dave-" David pulled back and looked at him. "I didnt do anything elaborate as this for you." 
Hearing the pain in David's voice broke his heart and he gently squeezed the older man's shoulders. "Hey. Do | 
ask for elaborate? No. | ask for your love and occasionally your body. You do more than enough making sure 


that | eat my greens and get my eight hours of sleep. This is my time to show you just how much | love you." 


"And you've done it by creating a little place for me to come and relax." Soft lips whispered across his cheek 
and to the corner of his mouth. David's kiss paused against his lips. "But wasting water." 


Dave's smile widened to a grin. "Ah, see, the guttering catches it and sends it back to the tank" 


David hugged him closer and what had been a whisper of lips turned into a hungry, / love you kiss. 


He'd felt awful curled up in Dave's revamped gazebo. The younger man had gone above and beyond to create 
something truly special for him while all he'd done was turn the oven on and bake. And while Dave's words 


were technically true they did little ease his feeling of distress. 


Finally he pulled himself away from the soft glow of the fairy lights and the gentle sound of water pattering 
against the roof. He stood and smiled softly down at Dave. 


"Come on. Let me give you my gifts." 


At that the younger man was on his feet, his eyes sparkling with the promise of the unknown. Deep down 
David knew that Dave didn't care about what he received for Christmas. He was just happy to have someone 
beside him who understood his child-like energy and who allowed him, within reason, to do whatever he liked. 
Under David's watchful eye Dave had curbed his drinking and taken up more wholesome pastimes. Like 


barbecuing. 


Once Dave had showed him how the pump worked they wandered, hand in hand, back to the house. David was 
grateful for the peace and stability that Dave bought. It wasn't about the money or the lifestyle or the big 


house or the fancy car. Their love was one that had been built on trust, respect, and good food. 


Even though the sun was streaming through the house, David saw fit to leave the tree lights and candles on. 
It was Christmas after all and it wouldn't be Christmas without a little overindulgence. 


Rooting beneath the tree, he found his envelope of photographs and presented it to the younger mon. 
"This is what you would have had if they'd worked out." 
David felt his heart flip as Dave tore into the envelope and began flicking through the photos. 


"That should have been a Cajun marinade but yeah.. didn't work. The crumbled flakes? That should have been a 
take on a salt rub from Harrods but yeah.. Again, it didn't work. Do you remember that salt rub?" He looked 
up at Dave, his heart beating a mile a minute as he remembered the amount of money that the younger man 


had dropped in the London store's food court. 


"Yeah.." Dave's voice sounded as though it had crossed the ocean and was once more filling its shopping cart 


with as much food as possible. "| remember. It was good, wasn't it?" 


David smiled and looped an arm around Dave's waist. "It was incredible. We'll have to order some. And that one." 
David nodded to the three photos of a strange, gloopy liquid. He sighed. "That was supposed to be your 
barbecue sauce. But | couldn't get it to work. Not sure what | did wrong with it" 


Dave's arm wrapped around his shoulder and hugged him close. David tried to choke down the emotion that 


seemed to be threatening to take him over. 
"Hey," Dave whispered. "Don't stress it, okay? | know you wanted to do that and, in the New Year, I'll show you 
how it's done." The younger man grinned down at him before leaning in to press a kiss to David's forehead. 


"Maybe we can create a few sauces together. That would be neat." 


The sadness began to melt away and David gave the younger man a smile. Stretching up, he gave Dave a kiss 


and backed away. 

"| suppose | better give you the ones that did work, huh?" 

"Yeah, Ellefson, gifts, now!" 

Laughing to himself, David sat on the floor and reached behind the tree. *Frarkly, m surprised your 


bloodhound-like nose didn't sniff this one out." Pulling out the gift wrapped and ribbon tied basket, he stood up 
and held it out. "Merry Christmas, gorgeous." 


Dave looked at him with those eyes that David loved so much. Dark and large, they searched out every 
emotion in David's being, willing the older man to feel the same way that Dave did. And, without a shadow of a 


doubt, David loved him with all of his heart. 


The basket was taken from his hands and Dave sat on the couch. Sitting beside him, David watched as the 
younger man picked at the ribbon and paper. Normally Dave thought nothing of tearing into his gifts like a 
sugar-high child. But the act of each of them having carefully made their gifts was making the moment more 
poignant. 


David held his breath as Dave peeled the paper back to reveal the mountain of edible goods inside. 
"Davidl" 
Smiling, he shuffled closer and leaned against his lover. "Like it?" 


"Like it?!" Dave stared down at him, his eyes wide and shimmering with tears. "| Jove it! | thought you were 


putting me on a diet because of all the barbecue but this is insane!" 


David laughed softly and leaned up to press a kiss to his lover's cheek. "I didn't put you on a diet. | just advised 
that you eat a little more salad with all your protein" He turned his attention back to the basket and pointed 
out some of the wrapped and ribboned food items. "The muffins are the pumpkin pie ones that you loved last 
Thanksgiving. The little pastry pies are the sweet mince ones that you loved when had Christmas in England” 
David grinned and shook his head. "I think the local store sold out of them because you thought you'd never 


see them again" 
"Heyl" Dave poked him in the ribs. "I liked them, they liked me, and you like when I'm a little doughy.” 


His laughter faded back to a smile and he gazed up at his lover. "You're right, | do. Okay, your Almond Joys are 


in there, along with home-made candy canes, and a new blend of coffee." 

He watched as Dave pulled the black bag of vacuum sealed beans. They were already on sale and David wasn't 
quite sure how he'd been able to keep them a secret from the younger man. The label depicted a cartoon 
version of Daveand a black-metal looking font spelled out the blend name: Dave's Darkened and Deadly Java. 


"You made me a coffee?!" 


David laughed and nodded. "I did and it's on sale." He paused and smiled warmly at his lover. "A portion of the 
profits will go to a biker's charity.’ 


He watched as Dave's face softened and his lower lip trembled. "Really?" 


He nodded and pressed himself closer. His mouth once more found Dave's and he gave the younger man a 


gentle kiss. "Really." 

‘| love you," Dave mumbled into the kiss. 

The basket was pushed to one side and Dave scooped him up. David allowed himself to be pulled into the 
younger man's lap, his knees pressed up against Dave's and his hands tangling in those waves of dark hair. 
Their lips met in a heated and passionate kiss. 


"| love you, too," he quietly replied "Happy Christmas, you beautiful, beautiful man." 


Dave pulled back and looked at him with the gentlest of looks. His hands were wrapped in David's hair. "Happy 
Christmas, my gorgeous lover. Thank you for always making Christmas." 


His smile was soft as he rested his forehead against Dave's "Thank you for making my life so amazing.” 


